M               LET THERE BE SCULPTURE

let me have wine, I knew his early work, and at that time
he was the only American sculptor one could have any respect
for.

I met Tom Eakins, but as a sculptor ho impn&sod iwo as
being too dry and scientific; and 1 looked forward to tho
day when I would be able to see the Ancients and Rodin, I
longed to see originals of Michelangelo ami Uoimtollo, and
Europe meant the Louvre and Florence.

There has been a tremendous impetus givou to American
sculpture since I was a boy in Now York, and nummnw
commissions are given to sculptors, but of Uw lasting vultw
of this renaissance of sculpture I am uimblo to jwlgo from horcu
Mountains have been carved, and on muling of ilwso tre-
mendous-sounding events, I imagined that I might have
played a part in all this, but it was another destiny that
called me, and I have had to create heroic works from tune
to time in my studio, without commissions and with little or
no encouragement from official bodies,

Native American sculptors did not give oius much Inspira-
tion, and at that time no one thought of Moxiww or pro-
Columbian Indian work* The fact was, tho interest in eurly
American Continental sculpture came from Kurojw* By it
sort of reaction American artists now try hard to be Atnwium.

My desire now was to get to Paris, With tho money from
my drawings for Hapgood's book I bought u |uw8itgo for
France. I can recall, with the unthinking hcodivtwiuiKtt of
youth, climbing the gangway to the vesntsl that was io taku
'me away from America for a period of twenty-five yearn
When I reached the top of the gangway, my mother ran afna-
me and embraced me for the last time*

One night, in March, 1915, in Paris, I droamtid of my
mother, and immediately received news of her early death.